98                            SIR THOMAS WYATT

Answer to the Foregoing
[ANONYMOUS]

OF few words, Sir, you seem to be,
And where I doubted what I would do
Your quick request hath caused me
Quickly to tell you what you shall trust to.

For he that will be called with a beck
Makes hasty suit on light desire,
Is ever ready to the check,
And burneth in no wasting fire.

Therefore, whether you be lief or loth,
And whether it grieve you light or sore,
I am at a point, I have made an oath:
Content you with Nay, for you get no more.

OV

SUFFICED not, madame, that you did tea*
My woful heart, but thus also to rent
The weeping paper that to you I sent,
Whereof each letter was written with a tear?
Could not my present pains, alas, suffice
Your greedy heart? and that my heart doth feel
Torments that prick more sharper than the steel,
But new and new must to my lot arise?
Use then my death.    So shall your cruelty,
Spite of your spite, rid me from all my smart,
And I no more such torments of the heart
Feel as I do.   This shall you gain thereby.

CV

MISTRUSTFUL minds be moved
To have me in suspect,
The truth it shall be proved,
Which time, shall once detect.

Though falsehood go about
Of crime me to accuse,
At length I do not doubt
But truth shall me erciise.